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Settling for Second Best 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know. Fucked up love triangles are interesting to write, | guess. 


This is the most fucked up situation I've ever been in 


And | want to stay and comfort him. | really do, | mean | know exactly how he feels. God, just look at him. In 
this moment, he is me. I've been in this exact situation a hundred times before. So why can't | even look at 
him right now without wanting to cringe? Am | really that blind to my own condition that it hits me like a 
punch in the stomach when | see somebody else in this all-too-familiar state? Maybe | can't look at him 
because he has feelings for me, and | don't have feelings for him. | know how he feels though, | do, | know 
exactly how much it hurts to love a fellow member of the band and never be able to act on it. | know he gets 


hurt if | ignore him, because that's how | feel when Slash does the same to me. 


How did | not notice this happening? | guess I've been so focused on my own feelings for Slash that | haven't 
realized the possibility of anyone having them for me. And now | feel so terrible that | didn't see the signs, and 
that Izzy's feelings had to get to the point where he is curled up in a ball on his bed, digging his nails into the 


sheets to keep from hurting himself, like | have done exactly like this so many times before. The only 


difference is that | know Izzy thinks about me when he does this, and I've only ever been thinking about Slash. 


| should have known. If anything happens to him now, | will always blame myself. I've thought about wanting to 
die because | love Slash so much and he will never feel that way about me. What if Izzy has those thoughts 
too? | couldn't bear being the cause of that. Fuck, what if Izzy actually ends up doing something to hurt 
himself? I've never actually had the guts to go further than drinking myself into oblivion or overdosing on 


cocaine, which l'm used to anyway, but | know Izzy, and Izzy can be very determined. He also has no fear, and 


that's one of the things that makes him so hard to read. 
And the fact that he's so hard to read is what worries (and scares) me the most about him. 


He tends to give off an emotionless aura, because | guess he's afraid of letting people in. | just wish he would. 
Maybe if I'd known about how he felt, | could have done something differently and prevented what's happening 
now. But who am | kidding? | know that nothing Slash ever does changes the way | feel about him, so why 
should anything | do change the way Izzy feels about me? 


The only person Izzy is actually close with is Axl, and I'm close to a hundred per cent sure that Izzy didn't tell 
Axl he was in love with me, since we all know how Axl feels about gay people. Besides, Axl's reaction when he 
found out definitely proved that he didn’t know. All of us were shocked, though. None of us would have guessed 
it. But | guess the fact that Izzy only tells Axl about his emotions at all is another reason why it came as 
such a shock to me that he had feelings for me. | would have thought Izzy would be in love with Axl, if anyone 
at all, out of the band. But no. 


| guess | also never realized the severity, because up until now | have never understood that Izzy - Jeff - is 
actually capable of a lot of very strong feelings. It's a terrible feeling to have on my conscience that | only 
just realized that when | saw him like this. 


Track marks covering his arms. Dark, greasy hair framing his face, hiding his eyes, which are squeezed shut. 
His skin is as pale as snow, except for the painfully red circles around his eyes as the dried tear stains on his 
cheeks are being washed away by fresh loads of new tears, dripping off his chin and onto the dirty white 
pillow. | don't know if he's aware that l'm still here, and | kind of doubt it, since the rest of the band left about 


ten minutes ago. Not that it would matter, since he started crying the minute we all found out. 


This is one of those rare Izzy Stradlin moments. I'm actually seeing him cry right now. I've only seen that 
happen maybe once in my life, and that was only by accident because | walked in on him talking to Axl about 
something deep, and | left as soon as | saw the tears. They scared me. Hell, they still do. He's vulnerable. 
Maybe | should be feeling special that he is allowing me to witness this, but | don't. | feel miserable. 


The sight of him crying almost brings me to tears. I'm sure he wishes | wasn't here, me of all people, but by 
this point he knows there's no use in telling me to leave. The secret's out anyway. 


My gaze sweeps over his thin, haunted figure and his bony arms which are hugging his knees towards his 


heaving chest. Seeing him like this makes me want to hurt myself in the worst way possible. | wonder if Slash 


would feel the way | do right now if he ever found out about how | feel towards him. 


How could | be doing this to Izzy for so long without even knowing it? How could | be so oblivious? And why, in 
a moment like this, when | should be trying to care for the dark-haired gypsy-man before me, is Slash, god 
damn Slash, still all | can think about? 


Stupid, McKagan, you're a stupid fuck. Look at your friend. He's in love with you and you don't even have the 
decency to reciprocate his feelings, or even try to. You're so stupid Always wanting what you can't have. What 


the fuck are you doing, anyway? You know exactly how much this hurts. Do something! Do something! 


But I've always been the type to run from my pain or any awkward situations | may be presented with rather 
than face up to whatever is happening to me. | know that if | were in Izzy's place right now (like | was last 
night, and the night before that, and all the nights before that for as long as | can remember), | would want 
Slash to comfort me, tell me everything was going to be okay and that he didn't hate me, even if | knew the 
type of relationship | wanted could never come from it. But then why can't | bring myself to do just that for 


Izzy, even though | do care about him a lot? 


| just care about him in the wrong way, and I'm deathly afraid of leading him on It'll only make it all hurt that 
much worse. And if something happens to him and it's my fault, like if he hurts himself, then I'll do the same 
to myself for fucking it all up so bad. | will not be responsible for such a great guy's pain. Why would anybody 


ever fall in love with someone like me anyway, let alone Izzy Stradlin? 


| want to stay and comfort him. | really do, but | don't think | can handle it. Not wanting to make the situation 
worse for him is a pile of bullshit, because | know it can't get any worse. I'm the real reason I'm being such a 
coward. I'm standing in my own way ~- it could all be so much better than this if | could just man up. God, l'm 


such a pussy. 


But what if | fuck up? Its hard to fuck up hugging someone, or stroking their hair, or drying their tears, | 
know that. And | know that would do the trick for him, because all he needs is to know that | don't judge him 
for his feelings. That's all | would want if it were me in his place, and Slash in mine. But | know myself, and | 
know l'm capable of fucking up even something as simple as that. He doesn't need that. If | try, I'll only make 


the situation a hundred times worse. 


| stand there for a while longer, afraid to move. Both afraid to leave, and afraid to go any closer to him. But 
eventually | pussy out, like | knew | would all along. | wonder if Izzy can hear my footsteps as | walk away from 
him and down the hall, but he's probably too engulfed in his own sad little world right now to notice that 


anyway. 


Without even thinking about it, | head towards Slash's room. | always want to know what he's up to. I'm about 
to open his door, but then | hear the sounds of a girl giggling and moaning, and all of a sudden it feels like I've 
been stabbed in the stomach and my world is crashing around me. This isn't anything new to me, but it still 


hurts every time, like a wound has just been reopened in my heart. | can't believe | have made Izzy feel this. 


Slash is too fucked up on Jack to even realize what was going on earlier, | think. I'll never get a chance to tell 
him how | feel. But after seeing what happened to Izzy when his secret slipped out, | don't think | even want to 
tell Slash. There are rights where | think it can't go on in secret, but then there are times like these when | 


see that it must. 


Not even thinking about what I'm doing, | suddenly turn sharply on my heel and make my way back to Izzy's 
room. | force myself onto the bed, next to him, and pull his head into my lap, stroking his unwashed hair. He 
looks up at me, the sobs dying down for just a second as he realizes who it is. A flicker of hope lights up in 
his dead eyes, and | don't want it to, but it's just as well. I'm never going to have what | want, and this way at 
least one of us can be happy. He is a great guy, after all. And who knows? Maybe I'll eventually grow to love 
Izzy. | doubt it, but it's worth a shot, and at this point I'd also do anything to get over Slash. 


| hold a finger to my lips to shush Izzy before he has time to ask any questions that | can't answer, and he 
relaxes into my body. | feel awful, because | know l'm lying to him just as much as l'm lying to myself. He 
deserves someone way better than me. But fuck it, what choice do | have? And he never has to find out 


about the Slash thing. No one does. 

Telling someone about this was the one mistake Izzy made that | never will 

Then again, | guess it got him what he wanted. Me. 

As | hold him in my arms until he falls asleep, | continue to feel guilty because | know that I'm settling, and 
Izzy doesn't deserve to be settled for. He needs someone who can really love him. But I'm a big boy and | can 
handle the guilt. To hell with me if | let Izzy feel like this any longer. If | let him feel the way l'm so used to 
feeling any longer. His love is too pure to be ruined like that. | don't deserve that love for me, his feelings are 
so very wrong, but | know he can't control it, just like | can't control my love for the curly-haired beast. 

| sigh, leaning back, getting ready for a long night ahead of me because | know my conscience won't be letting 
me go to sleep any time soon. I'm just praying | won't be thinking about Slash. I'll try to focus my thoughts on 
Izzy. This fucked up little love triangle doesn't need to go on any longer. 


It's about time for a change. 


God, life is so unfair. 


